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Dedication

For my uncle, Jon Gordon, whose affection for
b-movies clearly must have rubbed off on me.
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Cannon surprised attendees of the 1986 Cannes Film Festival with a sixty-page spread in the trade papers promoting an over-ambitious slate of films, quite a few of which would never be made.
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Foreword by James Bruner

Menahem Golan continued to ignore Chuck Norris, his brother, Aaron, and me as he slowly thumbed through the script, pausing every so often to read a line or two. I had convinced Chuck and Aaron to take a chance on the storyline and the direction of our careers was at stake, but Menahem’s poker face gave nothing away. In the creative universe at Cannon Films, there were no committees making decisions. Menahem’s personal approval of a project was the alpha and omega.

After an eternity, Menahem took off his reading glasses. He held up the script - and grinned his infectious grin. “Of course, we cannot call it American Ninja.”

Chuck mentioned the other title we had in mind: Invasion U.S.A.

At the time, Missing in Action was in post-production and this was my first real experience in developing a film with Menahem. He had wanted Chuck to star in a movie titled American Ninja - and had even pre-sold the film on the concept alone, with no plot or story, which was the rule, rather than the exception for Cannon. Following the rule and his gut instinct, and understanding the worldwide marketplace, Menahem brought unrivaled success to Cannon Films.

I learned that while Menahem had extremely strong opinions, to put it mildly, he could also think on his feet and be persuaded to see another approach to a film. After An Eye for an Eye and Lone Wolf McQuade, Chuck was breaking out of the strict martial arts genre and didn’t want to do a ninja movie, but he had a deal with Cannon and a ninja movie was going to be his next film. Unbeknownst to Menahem, I suggested a solution to Chuck: he would play a former government agent whose code name was ‘American Ninja’.

In the end, everyone was happy: we got to make a big, fun, blockbuster action movie and Cannon got a successful American Ninja franchise with Sam Firstenberg and Michael Dudikoff.

At the time, Cannon Films was renting space in the old CNN Building on Sunset Boulevard and Ivar in Hollywood. Shabby would be too nice of a word to use to describe the space. My wife, Elizabeth Stevens, who was invited by Menahem to come along on the adventure, observed that Cannon was like a collection of starving international film students who had been thrown into a whirlwind to cobble together movies. There was a strong David vrs. Goliath vibe: Everyone was a rebel of some kind and there was a crazy, creative energy that permeated the place. Cannon was a place where people weren’t just talking about making movies, they were actually making movies.

Flexibility, the ability to move fast and the concentration on popular genres and pop culture made Cannon successful and unique for its time. Traditional movie studios and production companies, then and now, generally move at a glacial pace. It can be years between the approval of a concept and the release of the final product.

When Menahem called to pitch me on writing a film, he talked about scheduling production in a matter of weeks, not years. More time for writing and pre-production would have most probably been helpful, but it was not part of the tried-and-true Cannon modus operandi.

The phone rang. Menahem was calling from New York. In typical fashion, he had a one line pitch: “Jimmy, Chuck Norris, Charles Bronson. The Delta Force. You wanna write it?” Hell yes, I wanted to write it. As usual, there was no plot, just a strong title and two of the most popular action stars of the day.

I had pitched Menahem a Delta Force project right after Missing in Action came out. I had learned about Delta from a close friend, James P. Monaghan, an ex-Special Forces officer who had helped train the original Delta operators, but Menahem wasn’t interested until he saw a small article about Delta in Time Magazine a couple of years later. Now Delta was current news and he was ready to green-light a film.

Maybe it was the increased financial pressure, but Menahem’s freewheeling, high-risk, indie film approach changed when Cannon built its new headquarters on San Vicente Boulevard in Beverly Hills and started to try to compete with the major studios, but that’s another story.

It amazes me that quite a few Cannon films remain popular worldwide to this day, almost forty years after they first burst on the scene. Why is that the case? Well, with a few noticeable exceptions, the vast majority of Cannon films were intended as popular entertainment and to a great extent, popular entertainment tends to stand the test of time.

By chronicling and preserving the unique and inspiring story of Cannon Films—and of Menahem Golan and Yoram Globus, two outsiders, who set out like countless others to conquer Hollywood, and succeeded, at least for a time—Austin Trunick is doing a tremendous service to everyone who loves the movies.

James Bruner

Los Angeles, 2021

James Bruner is a screenwriter and producer for film and television. His Cannon credits include Missing in Action, Invasion U.S.A., and The Delta Force.


Preface

The Cannon Film Guide, Volume II: 1985–1987 operates under the assumption that most of its readers have already read The Cannon Film Guide, Volume I: 1980–1984. It’s not absolutely necessary to read these books in order—Cannon themselves flipped the sequence on the first two Missing in Action movies and that was one of the best decisions they ever made—but it helps paint a more complete and linear portrait of the company. Cannon worked with many of the same players again and again over the years, and so to cut back on redundancy I’ve avoided going into extensive detail on the major figures’ pre-Cannon biographies if I already did so in the first book.

As in the first volume, film franchises are written about in single chapters covering the entire series of movies. This is, again, to avoid redundancies, since cast and crew members often carried over from one production to the next. For example, that’s why the full American Ninja series, which began in 1985, is included here. It’s also why Cannon’s entries in the Death Wish series, which spanned from 1982 to 1987, are covered in the first volume.

This period is also where exact release dates for Cannon’s output can become very fuzzy. It was not all that uncommon for a finished (or half-finished) film to sit on Cannon’s shelves for years before it was released, either in theaters or direct to video. These books are organized according to when the films were widely released in the United States, rather than when they were shot or first shown at festivals. (As most of the nine movies in the Cannon Movie Tales series were barely seen in the U.S. until video releases in the late ‘80s, the decision was made to include those in Volume III.)

There are a number of well-known “Cannon” movies from this middle period that aren’t actually Cannon movies, per se. The company picked up many outside productions for theatrical or video distribution in the mid-1980s, and so for this reason and others their logo would appear on some releases of films in select regions or formats. As much as I love classics such as Cobra and Highlander, my focus was on the films that originated in-house or otherwise received that magical Golan and Globus touch. Please see this volume’s “Intermission” chapter for a run-down on how many of those films came to be associated with Cannon.

Thank you for reading—I hope you enjoy learning about how and why these movies were made at least half as much as you enjoy watching them.

Austin Trunick
Connecticut, 2021


Introduction

On the last episode of The Cannon Film Guide…

Cousins Menahem Golan and Yoram Globus arrived from Israel to take Hollywood by storm. They were two of the most famous and successful names within their native film industry, but success in the American market had eluded them for the nearly two decades of their lives they had already dedicated to the movie business. If they were going to make it in America, they decided, the best way to go about it would be to acquire an established foothold in the country. In 1979, they bought out a collapsing movie company called Cannon, best known for importing softcore films from abroad and releasing a steady stream of grindhouse-caliber schlock. In a matter of months, Golan and Globus moved in and began churning out their own, distinct brand of grindhouse-caliber schlock.

One of the keys to understanding Cannon is to break down the way they did business, which explains how they were able to consistently turn a profit on movies that rarely made much money in theaters. Where Menahem Golan was the company’s creative leader and vocal spokesperson, his younger cousin, Yoram, was the quiet, financial mastermind who kept the engine running through constant critical derision and countless box office flops. Cannon pre-sold their movies to foreign markets, video distributors, and cable companies, often with little more than a title, a piece of dummied-up artwork, and once in a while a star’s name already attached. (That sometimes happened before the star signed onto the project, or even knew about it.) Once the pitch had been sold to enough exhibitors, Cannon sent the movie into production, usually at a budget that was lower than the amount they had already brought in. This way, they came out ahead even before the movie was made, and whether or not anyone went to see it once it was finished.
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In a look few other studio moguls could pull off, Menahem Golan (left) and Yoram Globus (right) were photographed wearing King Solomon’s Mines-style costumes for the company’s 1985 catalog.

Cannon was also ahead of the curve when it came to recognizing the potential in alternative markets. Along with the video revolution and the growth of premium cable came a hunger for content, which was necessary to fill rental shelves and late-night television schedules. It was a void that Cannon was happy to step in and fill with their low-budget, high entertainment fare. They were the kings when it came to making movies that people wouldn’t necessarily buy tickets to see, but might watch from their couch over pizza and/or several beers.

This model worked, and worked well. They started small, with the raunchy comedy The Happy Hooker Goes Hollywood (1980) and a few cheap-but-effective horror films: Schizoid (1980), New Year’s Evil (1980), and Hospital Massacre (1981). Along with those came history’s only dystopian science fiction, Biblethemed, disco musical, The Apple (1980), an absolutely insane feature directed by Golan himself, which the company expected to be the next Saturday Night Fever (1977), but which flamed out immediately upon release. Cannon rebounded with Enter the Ninja (1981)—also directed by Golan—which was an influential hit, kicking off the ninja craze of the 1980s and inspiring dozens of low-budget ninja movies, many of those produced by Cannon itself.

The following year brought an even bigger hit with Death Wish II (1982), a violent sequel to the eight-year-old vigilante film that turned Charles Bronson into a box office star in the United States. The aging, mustachioed action hero became one of Cannon’s unlikely leading men, starring in eight films for the company while in his sixties. This included two more Death Wish sequels, and numerous variations on Bronson as a cop who doesn’t play by the rules.

As their number of releases grew rapidly each year, so did Cannon as a company. They opened a number of international divisions, the most notable of which was Cannon Italia, in Rome, where they employed many filmmakers and actors from the country’s once-booming exploitation industry. It’s here where they turned bodybuilder and TV star Lou Ferrigno into Hercules (1983), and based the productions for many low-budget adventure films, comedies, and thrillers in the years to come.

They had another ninja-themed hit that same year with Revenge of the Ninja (1983), directed by Sam Firstenberg, a young filmmaker who had already worked for the Golan-Globus machine in many, varying capacities for almost a decade. By placing its Japanese-American star front and center for the first time, the film cemented martial artist Sho Kosugi as cinema’s foremost ninja, and laid the framework for many of Cannon’s low-budget action hits to come.

The year 1984 would prove to be the company’s most successful from a business standpoint. Breakin’ (1984) was rushed into theaters so that it would be the first movie to highlight the growing breakdance scene; what could have been a shameless, cynical cash-grab proved to be an earnest, brightly colorful film starring several of the dance form’s most talented practitioners. The movie was not only a box office hit, but a genuine pop culture phenomenon—one that Cannon followed up in record time by conceiving, shooting, and releasing a sequel into theaters just seven months later.

Cannon had another number one hit on their hands with Missing in Action (1984), one of two movies shot back-to-back and starring former karate champion Chuck Norris. When the initial film was rejected by their distribution partner, Warner Bros., Cannon had the uncanny idea to flip their order and release its more exciting sequel first, and stumbled almost backwards into a hit action franchise that turned Norris into a star.

While Cannon was making real headway into the box office rankings, they were also starting to be taken seriously by filmmakers, who saw them as a risk-taking alternative to the major studios. This led to projects with such celebrated names as Oscar-winner Faye Dunaway and maverick filmmaker John Cassavetes. Their reputation among Hollywood’s creative renegades would only grow as they moved into the heart of the decade.

By the end of 1984, Cannon was reaching the pinnacle of their respectability, not only as a box office challenger but as an outlet for serious filmmakers. They had a stable of reliable directors who could turn around quality films on time and under budget: names like Firstenberg, J. Lee Thompson, Michael Winner, and Boaz Davidson. Soon, those ranks of trusted Cannon directors would grow to include Andrei Konchalovsky, Albert Pyun, and Tobe Hooper.

In front of the camera, the roster was equally formidable. In Charles Bronson and Chuck Norris, they had a pair of bankable stars under lengthy contracts. In short time they would welcome a new, home-grown action hero in Michael Dudikoff, who would headline many exciting films for the company throughout their remaining years.

Despite all of the momentum they rode into the year, 1985 also marked the beginning of the end for Cannon. With grander ambitions came a level of risk the company hadn’t dared gamble with in their early years. The folly of several much larger-budgeted flops were compounded by bad investments. Cannon rolled into 1986 with a larger slate of films than any other studio in Hollywood; by the end of 1987, they would be struggling to find the money needed to simply put the movies they’d made into theaters.

Cannon’s middle period was a time of unrivaled ambition and excitement, but also a self-inflicted disaster. The films they released during this time came from an uninhibited mix of genres; new ideas and old; from low-budget action films to high-budget failures, including numerous hidden gems and honest-to-goodness classics. Those three years at Cannon saw a whirlwind of productivity as wild and chaotic as any ever witnessed in cinema history.

Welcome to The Cannon Film Guide, Volume II.


The Cannon Film Guide
Volume II (1985–1987)
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This VHS copy of The Ambassador was rented out by The Maltese Falcon video store of Seattle, Washington.


The Ambassador

Release Date: January 11, 1985

Directed by: J. Lee Thompson

Written by: Max Jack

Starring: Robert Mitchum, Ellen Burstyn, Rock Hudson, Donald Pleasence

Trailer voiceover: “There are those that want him silenced. There are those that want him dead … He’s fighting for peace, and his life!”

Even if The Ambassador (1985) had turned out to be the worst movie Cannon ever made, it would still have been worth watching just to see its two aging legends, Robert Mitchum and Rock Hudson, sharing a screen. We should be thankful that Golan and Globus had the good sense to pair these two together before they were gone. Sure, it was in a cheap, sleazy, b-movie thriller, but one that’s at least pretty entertaining.

The Ambassador was the second film British director J. Lee Thompson made for Cannon, after 10 to Midnight (1983), and six more would follow. He was a natural pick for the project, having twice directed Robert Mitchum more than two decades earlier, and notably having coaxed from him one of the actor’s best-ever performances in the classic thriller, Cape Fear (1962). Mitchum had recently starred in Cannon’s That Championship Season (1983), a prestigious affair that the actor infamously sabotaged by drunkenly knocking out a photographer’s teeth with a basketball at the premiere party. With his out-of-court settlement with the assaulted photographer costing him far more than he’d made on the prior feature, Mitchum needed a quick paycheck—and Cannon was surprisingly eager to give him one. (That costly outburst apparently didn’t curtail Mitchum’s drinking at all, which reportedly led to numerous arguments with co-star Ellen Burstyn, who didn’t approve of her scene partner showing up drunk on set.)

Rock Hudson, meanwhile, was brought on to co-star in The Ambassador as a last-minute replacement for former Kojak (1973–1978) hero Telly Savalas. You have to imagine it felt like a lucky coup for Cannon to the snag the ailing Hudson, who had in the 1950s and 1960s been one of the box office’s leading stars but had not appeared on the big screen for several years following a heart attack and open-heart surgery, and had yet to make his return to TV and join the cast of Dynasty (1981–1989). Hudson would be diagnosed with HIV just months after filming wrapped on The Ambassador in the early weeks of 1984, and he’d pass away from AIDS-related complications the following year. Unbeknownst to the cast or filmmakers, The Ambassador would ultimately be Rock Hudson’s final theatrical appearance.

Although Hudson was in poor health throughout filming—he fell ill several times during the shoot, holding up the production—he hardly let it show in his performance. From the looks of it, Hudson was having a blast playing the rough-and-tumble Frank Stevenson, an American security officer stationed in Israel and best friend of the U.S. Ambassador to Israel, Peter Hacker (Mitchum). While Hacker’s our hero, Stevenson’s the one who has his back, ready to jump into action at any moment. Hudson essentially gets to do the most fun stuff, from throwing punches to jamming a pistol in an extortionist’s crotch, to making wisecracks while he waterboards a goon over the back of a speedboat.
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Two aging icons, Robert Mitchum and Rock Hudson, huddle under a jeep in the Israeli desert while filming The Ambassador.

Mitchum plays the titular ambassador of The Ambassador, a highly respected figure within both political and intellectual circles. In Tel Aviv, his Peter Hacker is a beloved university lecturer, particularly among the young, liberal-minded students who long for peace between the Israelis and the Palestinian Liberation Organization. Back home in America, he’s widely regarded as a prime candidate to receive a position in the Presidential cabinet. As the movie takes pleasure in heavy-handedly explaining, Peter Hacker is viewed as the world’s best hope to bring peace to the Middle East.

Unfortunately for the world, Hacker’s attempts to reconcile the warring factions—primarily through bringing together youths from both sides in an effort to form a united peace movement—are repeatedly thwarted, often with sudden violence on the part of those more adamant in their stances. Hacker’s tireless campaign for Israeli-Palestinian harmony is further threatened by two newly-arisen complications which, in both cases, would likely bring a permanent end to his peace-making efforts. The first is the existence of a sex tape which shows Hacker’s wife in bed with, of all people, a well-known leader of the Palestinian Liberation Organization. The second, even more dangerous issue at hand is the appearance of a mysterious assassin who has his sights set on Hacker.

The twisting, turning story claims to have been adapted from Elmore Leonard’s 1974 novel 52 Pick-up, although the only major commonality the two stories share are their sex tape-based extortion plots; Leonard long disavowed himself from ever having had any involvement in The Ambassador. (Golan and Globus bought the rights to the book shortly after publication, but didn’t make a proper film out of it until John Frankenheimer helmed their next version of 52 Pick-Up in 1986, starring Roy Scheider and Ann-Margret.)

The Ambassador is packed with plenty of tense set-pieces—one memorably framed within the lens of a sniper’s scope—and sudden, unexpected bursts of action. Its leads get to drop some fun one-liners, and the plot thankfully leaves no loose ends hanging. The politics on display are a bit slanted, sure, but this tight little thriller never feels overly preachy, either.
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Early promotional artwork for The Ambassador. In some catalogs, the movie was advertised under the title “Peacemaker.”

Mitchum and Hudson were joined by a few very noteworthy co-stars. Best known for his roles in Halloween (1978) and The Great Escape (1963), and for playing the iconic Bond adversary Ernst Blofeld in You Only Live Twice (1967), Donald Pleasence was both one of cinema’s all-time great bad guy actors and a staple of ‘80s horror movies. (He’d thrice return to Cannon’s fold for Hanna’s War, Ten Little Indians, and River of Death, in 1988 and 1989.) Pleasence plays Israel’s no-nonsense Defense Minister, Hacker’s frequently flustered, frustrated boss who doesn’t approve of his free-wheeling methods. If Mitchum was playing a rogue cop rather than a bureaucratic negotiator, Pleasence would have been the hot-tempered chief of police trying to take away his badge and his gun.

The ever-reliable Ellen Burstyn—of The Last Picture Show (1971) and The Exorcist (1973)—plays Alex, Hacker’s unhappy and heavy-drinking wife, and seems to relish the opportunity to sling bitter barbs at Mitchum with a boozy slur. Despite her infidelity, their relationship is endearing. Both readily admit their imperfections and are quick to forgive the other. In spite of their off-screen differences, Mitchum and Burstyn showed really great chemistry. From reading contemporary reviews, it seems critics at the time were surprised to see the prestigious actress—at this point in her fifties and already a five-time Oscar nominee—doing nude scenes, somehow forgetting that she’d starred in the X-rated Tropic of Cancer (1970) before garnering all of that acclaim.

The cast also boasts Italian actor Fabio Testi, star of cult giallo What Have You Done To Solange? (1972) as well as Menahem Golan’s pre-Cannon thriller, The Uranium Conspiracy (1978), as Burstyn’s Palestinian paramour. (He was cast in this role after being unceremoniously fired from playing Bo Derek’s sexual conquest in Cannon’s Bolero [1984], allegedly for having herpes.) Among several of Cannon’s recurring Israeli actors popping up in small roles is Zachi Noy, star of the Lemon Popsicle franchise and recently seen wearing a hook for a hand in Enter the Ninja (1981), who provides some comic relief as a bumbling extortionist.
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Maria’s Lovers on VHS: “She’s every man’s dream girl, but the only man she wants can’t have her!”


Maria’s Lovers

Release Date: January 18, 1985

Directed by: Andrei Konchalovsky

Written by: Gerard Brach, Andrei Konchalovsky, Paul Zindel, Marjorie David

Starring: Nastassja Kinski, John Savage, Robert Mitchum, Keith Carradine

Trailer Voiceover: “America, a time of celebration… for her, it is a time of innocence, passion, and the discoveries of womanhood.”

Maria’s Lovers (1985) is one of those classic, age-old tale of boy loves girl, boy marries girl, boy can’t bring himself to make love to girl so boy hops the rails, girl gets pregnant by a gypsy drifter, and boy’s erectile dysfunction is miraculously cured. Tell me you haven’t heard that one a thousand times before.

As far as erotic, World War II period dramas go, Maria’s Lovers, well … it’s a Cannon movie. Nastassja Kinski is as alluring as ever as a virginal waif who’s the object of desire to every hot-blooded male in her small, American town, but even she’s unable to overcome a plot which spends a lot of time meandering to nowhere in particular, and many unintentionally hilariously lines of dialogue that it somehow took a team of four writers to come up with. (One of them—Paul Zindel—was a Pulitzer-winning playwright!) Maria’s Lovers is noteworthy, however, for making Andrei Konchalovsky the first Soviet citizen to direct a Hollywood movie at a time when nearly every Hollywood film featured at least one Soviet bad guy.

Andrei Konchalovsky began his career in film as a writer, co-authoring several screenplays with the great director Andrei Tarkovsky, including his lengthy 1966 masterpiece, Andrei Rublev. (That’s the most times you’ll see the name “Andrei” typed in a single sentence in this book.) Konchalovsky’s father, Sergey Mikhalkov, was an esteemed children’s author who, on the request of Joseph Stalin, penned the lyrics to the national anthem for the Soviet Union. Not long after his collaborations with Tarkovsky, the young Konchalovsky went on to direct his own films. Even while clocking in at more than four hours long, his Siberiade (1979) was a hit at the Cannes Film Festival, and took home the prestigious Grand Prix award.
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A painted pre-sales advertisement. The film was described to buyers as “a passionate tale of fiery obsession.”

Konchalovsky eventually befriended actress Nastassja Kinski, who introduced him to Menahem Golan. His relationship with Cannon proved to be a fruitful one for both sides, as Konchalovsky helmed four films for the studio—Maria’s Lovers, their highly acclaimed Runaway Train (1985), Duet for One (1986), and Shy People (1988)—and then parlayed that into further work in Hollywood, including the buddy cop classic Tango & Cash (1989).

Given their friendship, it’s unsurprising that Konchalovsky chose to collaborate with Nastassja Kinski for his first Hollywood feature. Kinski was the estranged daughter of infamous German actor (and crazy person) Klaus Kinski, who’d previously starred in the Cannon feature Schizoid (1980). Her breakout role in Roman Polanski’s Tess (1979) turned her into a film star, but by the early Eighties she’d achieved full-blown sex icon status thanks to her role in a racy remake of Cat People (1982), and a popular pin-up poster by Richard Avedon in which the actress was photographed wearing nothing but a dangerous-looking python.

After a brief introduction which uses repurposed, doctored footage from John Huston’s war documentary Let There Be Light (1946), we’re slowly eased into the movie. World War II has just ended, and lovelorn G.I. Ivan Bibic has returned home to his rural, picturesque Pennsylvania town suffering from a debilitating case of PTSD. He’s played by John Savage, best known for his starring roles in The Deer Hunter (1978) and the film version of Hair (1979). He would return to Cannon a couple years later to play the titular Beast opposite Rebecca De Mornay in the Cannon Movie Tales version of Beauty and the Beast.

Naturally the first thing Ivan does on returning home is call upon his childhood sweetheart, Maria (Kinski), the memories of whom had kept him going through the many dark nights spent in a Japanese prison camp. Unfortunately, he wanders up to catch her necking with another handsome soldier, Captain Al Griselli (Vincent Spano), and flees home to mope to his father.

Ivan’s old man is played by the one and only Robert Mitchum, an old Hollywood legend who’d quickly become something of a Cannon regular. As mentioned in the prior chapter on The Ambassador (1985), Mitchum had made a costly out-of-court settlement after he’d gotten blotto and used a basketball to wreck a photographer’s face at the premiere for his first Cannon feature, That Championship Season (1983). Burt Lancaster was originally to play this role in Maria’s Lovers but had to drop out to undergo bypass surgery, and Mitchum was available to take on the work.

[image: images]

A Spanish poster featuring artwork by painter Keith Batcheller, who would go on to design the home video covers for many Disney films in the 1990s and 2000s.

Ivan and his dad have a pretty weird relationship. First off, Pops doesn’t seem too thrilled to have his son home from the South Pacific. Second, he all but encourages his son to slip out and bump uglies with Ms. Wynic, a nutty, middleaged lady who lives down the street and has known Ivan since he was just a kid. Judging from Mitchum’s wink, it’s clear that he’s been hitting that, too.

Back at her place, Ms. Wynic wastes no time going “full Mrs. Robinson” on the younger Ivan by dropping a barrage of racist and unsubtle innuendos. (“They tell me the oriental women are different, you know what I mean?” she giggles. “Don’t tell me. You’ll make me blush!”) At one point, the crazy lady becomes so aroused by Ivan’s youthful masculinity that the buttons on her blouse fly off. Eventually they get it on, and afterward we are treated to what might be the most wack-ass, out-of-nowhere line of pillow talk ever written:

“Do you know the sound of a head being cut off?” Ivan blurts, the reek of sex still hanging in the air.

In case Ms. Wynic wasn’t turned off enough by that romantic little non sequitur, Ivan goes on to describe that sound in graphic detail, and then tells a story about the time he saw a rat feast on the remains of one of his fellow prisoners in the Japanese camp. He somehow brings the story back around to Maria, and how he spent his nights imagining he was married to her to drown out the torture, killings, and all of the other horrors happening around him. (Ivan’s a buzzkill.)

Later, a homecoming celebration is thrown for the returning war hero at one of the local watering holes. As her new boyfriend canoodles with a blonde tart who talks like a chorus girl in Grease, Ivan takes the opportunity to slip in and win back a receptive Maria. Despite the film taking place outside of Pittsburgh, almost every minor character in the film speaks with a thick Jersey—“Joy-zee”—accent. Kinski, on the other hand, retained a good amount of her German accent for Maria. The weirdness of this heavilyaccented girl living in heartland America is explained away by giving her a backstory where she’s a Yugoslavian immigrant.

It doesn’t take long before Ivan and Maria sneak away on the back of his motorcycle to visit the scenic patch of pasture where they used to meet up before he went to war. There, the two rekindle their flame. (“You’re different,” Ivan remarks, showing his keen eye for observation. “Before you were the same, but now you’re different.”) After watching the sun rise, Ivan returns Maria to her home to find her understandably livid boyfriend, Al, waiting for them there. “Damn you, baby!” Al howls at them. “And damn you, too, clown!” However, he doesn’t really put up any more of a fight to preserve his relationship with Maria.

At this point we’re about a third of the way into the movie, and this is where it really takes a turn into bizarre-land. Ivan’s father, who has no name, by the way—Mitchum is simply credited as “Ivan’s father”—heads over to Maria’s house to drop off a homemade dresser. He finds her there bent over, tantalizingly scrubbing the floors in a wet, see-through nightgown. In a brief, incredibly awkward conversation during which he fondles her thigh as she reveals her desire to marry his son, Ivan’s father gets all freaky-deaky and tries to get in on that sweet Maria action by asking her for a kiss.

“Let me kiss you. I’m almost your father,” he says, as if it weren’t weird at all.

She counters with a somehow-even-creepier reply: “Fathers don’t need to ask their daughters for a kiss.”

Their kiss isn’t a peck on the cheek, either: it’s about as sexy a 66-year-old man lip-locking with his teenage daughter-in-law can get.
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Ivan is no good in bed, which makes Maria sad.

After that shiver-inducing father-daughter moment, Ivan and Maria get married, and he’s soon carrying his new bride over the marital threshold. Despite Maria putting on such an enthusiastic, overblown display of arousal that it would make a coked-up cam girl blush (“Come, my love. Come into me. Come! Come! Come!” she squeals), Ivan discovers he can’t get it up for Maria. It turns out he’s so in love with his dreamed-up fantasy image of her that it’s rendered him impotent. We know right away how big of a problem this is going to be, not only because Maria’s spent half this scene begging Ivan to put a baby in her, but in the next scene we learn she works in a maternity ward and spends all of her days coddling the babies she’ll never be able to have.

As you might guess from the film’s title, Ivan and Maria aren’t about to just go on living happily ever after in this unconsummated marriage of theirs. The first sign of trouble arises when the textbook definition of a handsome goofball rides into town. This chucklehead is played by Keith Carradine, son of John and brother to David and Robert, and the most musical member of the Carradine clan. Konchalovsky had originally hand-picked guitar legend Stevie Ray Vaughan for the part, but when the role was expanded it was decided that a seasoned actor would be a safer choice. It’s not like Carradine was a slouch in that department, anyway—“I’m Easy,” the track he wrote and performed in Robert Altman’s masterpiece Nashville (1975), won an Academy Award for Best Original Song. It’s nice to see his musical talents put to use here, even if his character is a bit ridiculous.

Carradine makes his entrance on a blue motorcycle, wearing one of those old-timey leather helmets that makes him look like the Red Baron, and with a grinning bulldog riding in his sidecar. He wears a pencil moustache, yellow suit, and a big ol’ plaid bowtie, and goes around begging the local businesses for work as a barroom musician. (He’s supposed to be some kind of gypsy, but his outfit screams “zany used car salesman.”) As if this yuckster didn’t seem goofy enough for you yet, he introduces himself as Clarence Butts. It wouldn’t be any more obvious that his character is up to no good if he arrived in town pulling a wagon marked “Snake Oil” behind him. He soon encounters Maria at the local soda pop shop and romantically serenades her with a slimy rendition of “Makin’ Whoopee.” She rebuffs his advances. Mr. Butts later finds Ivan drinking away his sorrows at a local saloon and advises him to go out and get laid, inadvertently striking out with both halves of the unhappily married couple.

Having grown justifiably suspicious, Maria later follows and spies on Ivan through a window as he sticks it to the nutty old neighbor lady once again. When Ivan returns home and fails to get it up for his nubile young wife, she confronts him about his dalliances, and suggests he leave her as it’s clear that other women are able to do something for him that she can’t. (“I’d rather lose you than destroy you, Ivan,” she pleads, perhaps displaying a little too much generosity.) Obviously, the thought of leaving the woman of his P.O.W. camp fever dreams doesn’t sit well with Ivan, and so he flips the hell out, laughing like a crazy person, whipping out his package and jiggling it at Maria as she cries. (“Cut it off, that’s what you want!” he screams. “Do it! Do it!”) Oddly, the scene ends with Maria quietly going to bed while Ivan eats a watermelon in total darkness.

Tensions are obviously high the next morning as Ivan and Maria get dressed up and head out to attend an engagement party for her ex-boyfriend, Al, and his new fiancée. As a romantic big band tune spins on the Victrola, Maria dances from suitor to suitor—Al, Ivan’s own dad—allowing them to get a little too close and handsy as her husband watches.

What happens next feels like a cliché moment ripped from a bad romcom, but Maria’s Lovers goes for it anyway. Just as the party’s guests pose for a commemorative photo with the newly-engaged couple, Al drops a bombshell and announces that he can’t marry his fiancée because he’s still in love with Maria. At that very moment the photographer goes ahead and snaps the photo, so that the flashbulb goes off and captures this betrayal just as it registers on his new girlfriend’s face.

As the stunned crowd of party-goers stand around with their mouths agape, Ivan and Al head into the kitchen, we assume, to duke it out mano-amano. Instead, Ivan makes an indecent proposal and practically begs Al to take Maria from him. (“Just do it,” he commands, looking like a mad animal. “Go get her. Get her dresses. Get her stockings. Get her little doo-dads, her perfume, and her goddamn little underwear!”) When Al suggests that Ivan doesn’t love Maria, he decides he’ll prove how much he loves her … by pressing his motherflipping hand on a red-hot stove, because everyone in this movie is out of their damn minds.

Ivan sulks for a while longer so that the movie can hammer home what a broken, shattered man he’s become, in case that wasn’t made clear enough a few minutes ago when he purposefully burned his motherflipping hand on a red-hot stove in an insane gesture of love. Eventually he returns home to find Maria basking in the afterglow of a rigorous masturbation session, and for some reason that’s apparently the final straw for him. So, Ivan hits the rails, running away to a nearby town where he starts a new life and finds a job working in a meat processing plant with John Goodman and Bud Cort. (This was John Goodman pre-Roseanne, pre-Coen Brothers, and even pre-C.H.U.D. [1984]—he looks so young! His other pal, Cort, is best known as Harold from Hal Ashby’s cult classic Harold and Maude [1971], though he’s certainly more grown up here but no less distinctive. This was Goodman’s only foray into a Cannon film, but Cort returned to play a peacenik NASA scientist in 1986’s Invaders from Mars.)
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The cover for the Spanish press book for Maria’s Lovers.

A few months pass. Maria has reconnected with slimy Mr. Butts after bumping into him on a ferry full of gypsies straight out of an Eastern European fairy tale. (Actually, it’s more like bumping and grinding into him—Butts is so brazen with his bad touching that he feels inclined to comment on the woody he’s pressing into her backside. “Feel that? Not bad, huh?” Ugh.) Over a pair of creepy scenes he somehow melts her icy exterior with a few eccentric, slam poetry-style pick-up lines:

“You’re like a flower stalk. You’ll bend, but you won’t break. Just bend, flow with me like water. Wind through the flowers.”

… and a sappy song, and eventually they wind up in bed together at Maria’s house. After deflowering the young housewife he’s unable to shut up about her having been a virgin, and invites her to join him on the road. (“You’re a class act, all the way. Squeaky clean. No mileage!”) With lines like that, it’s no wonder Maria declines his invitation.

And, holy hell, we take another jarring time jump to the next Fourth of July, and Maria looks like she’s about ready to drop a kid. Everyone saw that coming, right? She somehow manages to track Ivan down in his newfound, equally poor rustbelt town to tell him the news, but he seems totally cold and unfazed by her condition. She goes so far as to even beg him to come back to her, but he tells her he doesn’t love her anymore. She leaves him, crushed.

Not long afterwards, Ivan is out drinking with John Goodman, Bud Cort, and a trio of floozies when you’ll never guess who shows up. Clarence Butts himself walks through the front door of the bar, peddling the same wares he was selling in Ivan’s hometown. Ivan buys him a drink, but when Mr. Butts starts bragging about bedding a virgin housewife, Ivan puts two and two together and flattens him with a nasty uppercut.

Ivan spends a night tossing and turning and having nightmares about flesheating rats, but soon his dad shows up at his apartment to tell him that Maria had the baby, a son, and that she’s alone—and also, he’s dying. (Not that his imminent death plays into the remainder of the film—they just felt like slipping that in there, apparently.) The errant husband rushes home to see his wife and her bastard child, and immediately falls in love with the baby. Somehow, for some inexplicable reason, this baby manages to miraculously cure Ivan of his erectile dysfunction. With his deus ex boner, Ivan proceeds to excitedly mount his joyous wife despite her being just a day removed from childbirth.

“We’re making love, Maria!” Ivan coos, once again demonstrating his keen skills for stating the obvious.

“We’re making our own baby now!” Maria adds, in her thick German/Yugoslavian accent.

The End.

Maria’s Lovers was released in theaters in the early weeks of 1985. Critics weren’t entirely unkind to the film, and many were quick to point out how the movie had a distinctly foreign feel to it, which made sense since it was an American story starring a German actress by a Russian director produced by a duo of Israelis. If the movie was in another language and subtitled, perhaps we’d be able to chalk up the odd verbiage and heightened melodrama to something being lost in translation. As is, though, it’s a beautifully picturesque film where every single character behaves in a totally bonkers, nonsensical fashion, which will probably leave most viewers smacking their foreheads in absolute bafflement.
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Hot Resort on VHS, with cover art virtually indistinguishable from any other sex comedy on video store shelves in the mid-1980s.


Hot Resort
Hot Chili

Release Dates: January 1985 (I), June 1985 (II)

Directed by: John Robins (I), William Sachs (II)

Written by: John Robins, Boaz Davidson, Norman Hudis (I), Menahem Golan (as Joseph Goldman) & William Sachs

Starring: Tom Parsekian, Michael Berz, Bronson Pinchot, Dan Schneider (I), Charlie Stratton, Allan Kayser, Joe Rubbo, Chuck Hemingway (II)

Taglines: Hot Resort: “Where anything you want is everything you get!”

Hot Chili: “Sometimes a little spice is all you need!”

Film number one: Four young men—a nerd, a player, his sidekick, and their chunky friend—get jobs at a Caribbean resort. Rather than take their duties seriously, the boys are more interested in trying to get laid. Fortunately for them, nearly every woman who checks into their hotel is either a bombshell bimbo or some kind of sex maniac. Standing in their way is their real buzzkill of a boss, a short-tempered (and deeply closeted) taskmaster hell-bent on running a tight ship. Hijinks ensue, bawdy jokes are made, and many, many, many women appear topless, but our hero finds true love in the end. This movie is called Hot Resort, and was released by Cannon in 1985.

Film number two: Four young men—a nerd, a player, his sidekick, and their chunky friend—get jobs at a Mexican resort. Rather than take their duties seriously, the boys are more interested in trying to get laid. Fortunately for them, nearly every woman who checks into their hotel is either a bombshell bimbo or some kind of sex maniac. Standing in their way is their real buzzkill of a boss, a short-tempered (and deeply closeted) taskmaster hellbent on running a tight ship. Hijinks ensue, bawdy jokes are made, and many, many, many women appear topless, but our hero finds true love in the end. This movie is called Hot Chili, and was released by Cannon in 1985.

These two movies are totally unrelated, but you can probably understand why they’re being lumped together here for the sake of discussion. Somehow, for some reason, The Cannon Group managed to make the same movie twice and release the two films within months of each other.

By 1985, we’d more or less reached the nadir of the teen sex comedy genre. The big time success of movies like Animal House (1978) and Porky’s (1981) came just before the start of the home video boom, leading to hundreds of cheap knock-offs flooding the rental market. Because T&A was usually their main draw, these were movies that didn’t really need to be funny, well-made, or even feature real actors to be successful. They were cheap to make, and easy to sell: all you needed was an outlandish premise, and that didn’t even have to be original. (Animal House inspired dozens of frat house comedies, 1979’s Meatballs led many others to be set on campgrounds, and so on and so forth.) By the time the 1980s hit their midpoint, the theatrical viability of these raunchy comedies had begun to peter out in favor of more sentimental, character-driven teen fare, mostly thanks to John Hughes, The Breakfast Club (1985), and its ilk. However, that barely slowed the proliferation of R-rated teen sex comedies on video store shelves, where both of Cannon’s 1985 entries, Hot Resort and Hot Chili, made their inauspicious debuts.

Both films owe as large a debt to Cannon’s own The Last American Virgin (1982) as they do to the contemporary trends in the video market. The Last American Virgin—and even more so the Golan and Globus-produced Israeli film it remade, Lemon Popsicle (1978)—did pretty well for Cannon, so it made sense they’d try to repeat their past success. But where Virgin found some level of adolescent honesty amid its raunchy humor and gratuitous nudity, Cannon’s Hot films mostly walked a path of crudeness for crudeness’ sake, and nudity purely for the purpose of titillation. (Which is to say, they probably didn’t disappoint the hot-blooded teen boys who stayed up to catch them on late-night cable broadcasts.)
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Hot Resort was so much in the vein of Golan and Globus’ Lemon Popsicle movies that early sales ads were illustrated with the likenesses of that series’ stars: Zachi Noy, Jonathan Sagall, and Yftach Katzur.

In Hot Resort, four horny knuckleheads become quick pals on their first day on the job at the Royal St. Kitts Hotel in the lovely Caribbean. (The tiny island of Saint Kitts was just then starting to become a tourist destination, and this newly-opened resort was one of its first; meanwhile, Cannon had recently filmed 1984’s Missing in Action 2: The Beginning nearby.)

Among the group are your token playboy with an inflated ego, Marty (Tom Parsekian), and his wise-ass compadre, Brad—played by Bronson Pinchot, soon to become Balki of TV’s Perfect Strangers (1986–1993). There’s also a nerdy virgin by the name of Kenny, played by Michael Berz in his only on-screen appearance. (He would, though, go on to write two Cannon Movie Tales—Sleeping Beauty and Snow White—the latter of which he also directed.) Rounding out the group is a loveable chunko named Chuck, played by Dan Schneider, whose movie debut came in Cannon’s Making the Grade (1984) one year earlier.

The boys’ main antagonist is their short-fused, drill sergeant-like manager (Samm-Art Williams) who barks orders at his staff like he’s R. Lee Ermey in Full Metal Jacket (1987). There’s also a flamboyant concierge who helps run the hotel, played by Stephen Stucker in more or less the same, over-the-top gay stereotype he played in the first two Airplane! movies.

Marty is clearly the group’s alpha male, and thus receives the closest thing Hot Resort has to a storyline. Not long after arrival he meets and falls head over heels for a pretty, young hotel guest named Liza (Debra Kelly), who is vacationing in Saint Kitts with her ice queen best friend, Franny (Marcy Walker of TV’s All My Children.) Liza becomes our hero’s sole conquest, his love for her instilling in him valuable lessons about monogamy even amidst the endless parade of bikini-clad lady-flesh bouncing around the resort.

Meanwhile, his buddies get up to all sorts of mischief, mostly of a carnal variety. The Riddler himself, Frank Gorshin, briefly shows up to provide lewd tips on how to pick up women. Brad gets repeatedly called to deliver “room service” to one of the hotel’s more buxom guests—you can guess the type of service—while another lad gets locked up with an overzealous, sex-craved hotel maid. Other sequences include an amorous couple getting stuck in a compromising position in the back seat of a car—requiring the aid of the fire department, the jaws of life, and a crane to rescue them—and a lengthy scene where our horny heroes are hired to drive around the hotel owner’s geriatric father and help him, as he puts it, “pick up some broads.”

Their antagonists show up in the form of an Ivy League rowing team made up of snotty rich kids who dress like Abercrombie and Fitch models, speak with absurdly WASP-y accents, and diminutively address the hotel staffers as “boy.” The team is in town to film a soup commercial, but of course at the eleventh hour the clients decide they want a second team racing in the background, and the only young men around to pilot that other boat are … you guessed it, our favorite chuckleheads. Suddenly the hotel’s managers are on the lads’ side and heavily invested in their winning the race, for whatever reason. As pointless as it all seems, at least it’s easy to root against the pompous, Ivy League twits during the movie’s big, boat race finale.

Although the movie was never given the opportunity to set the box office on fire—Cannon opted for a straight-to-video release—a couple real-life love connections were made on set. Co-stars Bronson Pinchot (Brad) and Marcy Walker (Franny), were briefly engaged after the shoot, but never married. The two romantic leads, however, Tom Parsekian (Marty) and Debra Kelly (Liza), did marry after filming wrapped.

Director John Robins, who took over the film from John Marshall, passed away just a few years after making Hot Resort, having spent most of his career directing television programs like The Benny Hill Show (1969– 1974). Along with Frank Gorshin, another famous face—or, more accurately, famous voice—makes a cameo appearance in the film. Mae Questel, who plays one half of an old Jewish couple staying at the hotel, was the primary voice actor for not only Betty Boop, but Popeye’s better half, Olive Oyl, dating all the way back to the 1930s. Also, keep an eye out for Cannon regular Victoria Barrett, who would later star in America 3000 (1986) and Three Kinds of Heat (1987).

You might recognize the theme song used throughout Hot Resort, since Dave Powell’s “Body Shop” was already used by Cannon in both Breakin’ and Ninja III: The Domination (both 1984), and will no doubt be stuck in your head by the time the movie’s credits finally roll. Hopefully you’re a fan of the song, because you’ll be hearing it again soon …

… in our next movie, Hot Chili. Released to video just a few short months after Hot Resort, the totally-unrelated-but-similarly-titled sex comedy Hot Chili makes the loose plot of Hot Resort feel as complex and nuanced as an entire season’s worth of The Wire (2002–2008).
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Hot Chili on VHS: “South of the border, the food isn’t the only thing that’s hot!”

Hot Chili was something of a pet project for Cannon chairman Menahem Golan. He co-wrote the screenplay under the pseudonym “Joseph Goldman,” a fake name he’d resurrect again and again as a writer (and occasionally, actor) in the 1990s. Golan would sit in his office and describe scenes that he wanted to appear in the movie to the film’s director, William Sachs—who had recently salvaged Exterminator 2 (1984) as a hired fixer, filming and adding new footage when Cannon deemed the original director’s cut unfit to be released. When Golan eventually caught wind that Sachs was shooting scenes he hadn’t written, Golan hopped on a plane to Mexico so that he could oversee the production himself.

Golan’s heavy-handed interference resulted in a film that Sachs was so displeased with that he tried to have his name removed—that is, until he discovered that would prevent him from receiving his residuals. Although he’s practically disowned it, Hot Chili does occasionally benefit from the director’s surreal touch. Take, for instance, the opening shot: the camera slowly tilts downwards from a herd of mooing cows as an iguana enters the frame. As the lizard opens its jaws, we hear a loud, gross, and obviously human belch ring out. Hot Chili begins on a very weird—but very funny—foot.

In addition to his fixer work on Exterminator 2, Sachs was the filmmaker behind a string of off-the-wall, cult-ready flicks that included The Incredible Melting Man (1977), Galaxina (1980), and a satirical documentary about UFOs, Bigfoot, and Atlantis called Secrets of the Gods (1976). With his past work in mind, it makes sense that some of the movie’s bizarre humor and weird eroticism feel more like something from a film by Buñuelor Fellini than a Porky’s knock-off sprung from the mind of Menahem Golan.

This time around, our quartet of mischievous horndogs is comprised of good-natured New Yorker named Ricky, played by a “Charles Schillaci”— who’d soon change his professional name to Charlie Stratton and star in the Gremlins knock-off Munchies (1987)—and his lascivious pal, Jason, played by Allan Kayser, who would go on to fame as Bubba on Mama’s Family (1983–1990) and appear in Night of the Creeps (1986). Joe Rubbo makes his return to Cannon as Hot Chili’s Arney, playing essentially the same comic foil he did in The Last American Virgin. The token nerd in the crew is Stanley (Chuck Hemingway), whose obnoxious catch phrase—“I just wanna fuuuuuuuuuuck!”—is delivered in a nasal, proto-Urkel whine.

Instead of a tropical island resort, Hot Chili’s degenerate teens head to the Tropicana Cabana, a top-of-the-line Mexican hotel where they’ve secured summer work as hired hands, and have plans to chase some sun-kissed tail. At first, the gig proves to be a mixed bag: while the resort is reasonably luxurious and, indeed, well-populated with bikini-clad hotties, the young men mostly find themselves spending their days scrubbing floors and nights sharing sleeping quarters with a horse.

The hotel stable, of course, is no place for seducing women.
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Sales ads like the one above did not beat around the bush regarding what sort of film Hot Chili would be.

Their menial labor is personally overseen by the hotel’s stickler of an owner, Señor Esteban Rodriguez Cortez the Third, who insists on only being addressed by his full name. His cartoonish accent leads him to pronounce his generational suffix as “… the turd,” which is a running joke throughout the film. (No one ever said this was a cerebral comedy.) He’s played by Cannon regular Jerry Lazarus, who had already appeared in Treasure of the Four Crowns (1983), Over the Brooklyn Bridge, and Breakin’ 2 (both 1984), and would later have roles in The Delta Force, Murphy’s Law (both 1986), and Surrender (1987).

When their situation seems to be at its most insufferable, the boys glimpse a light at the end of the tunnel in the form of the hotel’s buxom cook, Chi-Chi, who inexplicably introduces herself to the guys while wearing nothing but a teensy-tiny kitchen apron. She’s played by Louisa Moritz, another returnee from The Last American Virgin, in which she was also paired up with Joe Rubbo. (She also appeared in 1980’s Schizoid for Cannon.)

Between the burping iguana, Cortez “the Turd,” and the mysteriously bare-assed kitchen wench, you get a pretty good indication of what kind of film Hot Chili strives to be within its first seven minutes. Then the guests start showing up and the boys’ futures begin looking even brighter. Beyond the pair of honeymooning senior citizens and a stray German aristocrat, practically everyone who checks in to the Tropicana Cabana is an attractive woman who is just aching for sex with an inexperienced teenage boy. How lucky for our heroes!

The movie, for the most part, plays out in a series of close encounters with the resort’s zany guests. Some scenes offer little more than your standard sex comedy T&A tropes, but others border on the surreal. One such recurring thread involves a guest billed only as the “music teacher,” played by Bea Fielder, a German actress who had previously appeared in several of the Lemon Popsicle films. This striking blonde—who is rarely clothed—gets off on teaching young men how to play musical instruments. She lures her prey by ordering room service, and then surprising them with a nude instrumental serenade. The increasing absurdity of her appearance—first, seen calmly straddling a cello while stark naked, next playing the piccolo while floating topless in a pool, and then huffing and puffing into a tuba, and finally letting it all hang out while banging on a set of bongos—might have been considered a bold artistic statement were this a foreign language film. Here, in a raunchy Cannon sex comedy, it’s utterly baffling.

If these nude music lessons instill Hot Chili viewers with a dash of Fellini, then the numerous scenes of the resort’s bourgeois clientele being comically tortured is straight from the book of Luis Buñuel. Poor Stanley gets lost while hauling luggage, leading a stuck-up rich girl—once again, played by Victoria Barrett—on an endless goose chase around the resort in search of her room. Their winding path appears to go on for days, taking them through hotel hallways, lavish gardens, and a local bullfighting ring, with the footage occasionally sped up to create a madcap, Benny Hill Show-type effect. (This turns their bickering into high-pitched, Chipmunk gibberish, and cartoonish spring noises are added every time she kicks Stanley or wallops him with her purse.) This goes on, and on, and on, and on—well past the point of being funny, but then continues until the sheer ridiculousness of continuing to prolong the gag makes it laughable all over again.

Disappointingly, the rest of the film’s humor is more pedestrian. You have the well-trod cliché of oversexed seniors in Mr. and Mrs. Houston, a pair of over-the-top old Texans on their honeymoon, played by a pair of prolific character actors in Ferdy Mayne and Connie Sawyer. (Combine their two resumes and you’ll have nearly five hundred screen credits.)

You’ve also got Brigitte, a German dominatrix played by Taaffe O’Connell—of Galaxy of Terror (1981) and Cannon’s own New Year’s Evil (1980)—who indoctrinates our young heroes in her particular brand of lovemaking. Ripping another page from Cannon’s own The Last American Virgin playbook, her lessons continue until just the moment her boyfriend returns by surprise and catches her in bed with poor Arney.

The boyfriend naturally speaks in one of those wacky German accents that are typically reserved for Nazis or mad scientists, where all of the S’s are replaced with Z’s, and W’s with V’s—think Dr. Strangelove, or Arte Johnson on Laugh-In (1968–1973):

“I vill kill your little room zervice salami, zen I come back and kill you!” he threatens her.

“Ohhh, yah, Brigitte luffs it ven you kill her!” she moans, on edge of orgasm and still fully decked out in her leather bondage gear.

Later on in the film, Ricky’s parents and little sister show up at the Tropicana Cabana, forsaking their annual vacation to the Catskills to spend time with their son at his place of work. This puts a serious wrench in his plans to woo the pretty blonde Allison (Kathleen Kriss), who is vacationing
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